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“We’re here for what we want” 
Misfits, Teenagers from Mars 
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I know a darlin’ cailin, O a lovely maiden strothe, 
An’ she is so very much endeared and admired by m’ ‘umble se’f; 
I believe a troubled thought she doest secret ‘hind a tender mirth 
For sparklin’ deep within limpid eyes glean I Anarchy ... 
“Dear Lass, moist tears a-shimmer art glistening, o7, revealin’ youth 
So innocent and vulnerable,” (as e’en Pandora learning of Hope); 
Thus say I to thee, “Red — ‘ery together we’ve shared 1s treasured, and 
Though the confusion of growing up just seems to get worse, 
Youll find life will get better whence for Happiness you strive: 
Reality is only all fucked up if you let it make you sad.” 


Experience costs our ‘ery all. Life is complicated. 
Innocence is the price demanded and — O woe its loss: 
Were all ripped and torn apart inside by decisions made; 
We hurt each other with our choices ... being human is our excuse. 
Blessed damsel, I dreamt a Holy Presence and am sore afraid; 
The well-trod path didst widen ... leaving me lost at day’s break. 
My wayward wont to wander through despairing wilderness; 
Now, I encounter thee a-pass’n on by ... goin’ to tha’ damned place ... 
Thine own sweet self trust ye not unto melancholic dolor; 
O hearken thee not to the Lamentation of Orpheus. 


No excuse 


Time has abandoned me — aged — a scarred and soiled Ulysses 
Wandering aimless (as Theseus through Stygian labyrinth): 

A white rabbit didst I pursue, O down into madness; 

Thanatos was myne guide. Now, as Faust, or Job, I regret birth ... 


Lovely child, consider thy destiny, as difficult as it now seems, 
For tomorrow blindly is ‘pon thee and before ye knoweth 
The fervent flame o’ the vestal hearth shalt have grown cold. 
Sinistral, the accuser falsely susurates censures 
And, O thine dreams become memories thou quick forgeth 
As fiery emerge of beatitude bygone soon pales. 


Stark-and-bleak is the world — much too dangerous for li’! girles ... 
Tha’ downtown thang 1s a perilous scene ... so please don’t tempt fate. 
Within each our ‘ery any soul doest a predatory beast lurk, 
An’ by the shadows of our cryptic thoughts — as prey — we’re stalked. 
Sweetheart ... circumstance and situation art manifest. 
Coterie doesn’t oft relinquish what is absorbed, and 
Tragic may be austere decree ag’in thaim na’ auspicious ... 
Friendly seem the ways of those whom covet a delicate heart. 
So choose thou wisely whom wouldst be thine camaraderie, cuz 
Makin’ fools of us all, Sophia ... she helps those which help themselves. 


We’re all born — and die — the same — naked to relations ... 

Of memories collecting as our moments — these slowly pass ... 

Whilest all the while erode our capricious dreams and fancies, 

Leaving us emptied of the desires tha’ we once held so close. 

Beautiful princess, th’arthe a dainty pure: Heed not yine whims 

For idle notions readily do soon become obsessions, 

As pursued the children of Hamelyn, O the piper’s wrath ... 

And ye needeth not be of thaim lost to sorrow’s melody. 
So, kid — m’ luv — doest conclude this — m’ umble poesie for thee ... 
In my final days, I’ll be a-remember’n whence once tha’ ... 


I knew a darlin’ cailin, O a lovely maiden strothe ... 
An’ she was so very much endeared and admired by m’ umble se’f ... 





Drew’s belly follows ... 
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